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: Blind-Man. 
He more men lee; the leſs they doenquire ; 
The worſe they ſee, the more they dodeſire 
Others to grant what Blindneſs cannot give, 
And for Intelligence grow inquiſitive. 
They ask to be inform*d, who cannot ſee; 
1 know®t by ſad experience, Wois me! 
__ Death 
Where are you, Sir ? What fitting all alone ? 
I did ſuppoſe ?twas you by that ſad moan: 
Coming this way to gather what's my due, 
I thought it notamiſs, to call on you. 
| Blind-Man. 
I do not know that voice; *cis ſure ſome Stranger z 
And by his words, he ſeemes to bode me danger. 
You gueſs aright, Sir; and before I go, 
ll make you know me, whether you will or no. 
| Biind-Man, 
Why what are you ? Pray tell me what*s your Name, 
And what's your bus nefs, and from whence you. came. 


Death, 
I will declare what no man can deny, 
There's none {o great a Traveller as 1 : 
Yet you muſt know. I am no wandring Rover, 
' For my Dominion lies the World all over ; 
I march through Court and'Country,-Town and City, 
I know not how to fear, nor how to pity. 
The higheſt Cedar, and the loweſt Flower, 
Sooner or later do both fee! my Power : 
The mizhtieſtEmperour doth ſubmit to me, 
Nor is the pooreſt tatter?d Beggar free ; 
I 1 Peace, I glean here one, and there another , 
Sometimes I ſweep whole ſtreets, both one and other. 
1 1cimeoef War, thus much I can divine ; 
Whoever gers the day, the Triumpt*s mine. 
I ar a potent and a high Commander, 
”Twas1l thatconquer'd the Great arxander, 
Thoigh mighty Nations under?s foot he trod, 
And had th? Ambition to be thoughta God ; 
Yer, aiter all the Victories he had. won, 
lmide him know he was but Pailzp”s Son. 
VWereyou Gol:an-great, or $2mpſerz-ſttongy 
Were you as wile, as rich as Solomon : 
Were you as Nej? or, Old; as Infant, Young ; 
Hag you the faireſt Cheeck; the ſweereſt Tongue 
Yer you muſt ſtoop, all theſe will nought avail : 
For my Arreſt does not admit of Bail ; 
And to deal plainly, Sir, my name is Death, ' 
And tis my bug aeſs to demand your Breath, 
Blind-Man, 
My Breath and Life ſhall both go out together, 
| Death. 
And on that Errand *twas, that I came hither- 
Fl have both Breath and Life without delay : 
You muſt and ſhall diſpatch; come, come, away. 
| Blind-Man, 
What need ſuch Poſting haſte ? Pray Change your mind 
Tis a poor Conqueſt to ſurpriſe the Blind. 
Death. 
You may not call it Poſtsng, nor Surpriſe ; 
For you had warning when you loſt your Eyes. 
Nor could you hope your Houſe could long be free, 
After the Windows were polleſt hy me. ; 
Blind-Man, 
But Life is ſweet ; and who?1d not; if he might, 
Have a long day, before he bid good Night ? 
O ſpare me yet awhile ! flight not my Tears. 
Hard Hearts and hungry Bellies have no Ears. 
F Blind-Man, 
Lam not yet quite ready for the Table. 
Death. 
AlPs one to me ; I am inexorable. 
Blind-Man, 
| Yet; by. your favour, I may ſtep alide. 
| Death, _ 
Be not deceiv*c, for *cis in vain to hide : 
My forces are diſperſed through all places ; 
And act for me without reſpe& of Faces * 
Ihavea Thouſand ways to ſhorten Life, 
Beſides a Rapier, Piſtol, Sword, or Kuife : . 
A Fly, a Hair, a ſplinter of a Thorn, 
A little Scratch, the cutting of a Corn, 
'Have ſometimes done my bugneſs heretofore, 
Soto the full, that I need with no more. | 


- . | When my time's come, let them do what they ca 
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Should all theſe fail, enough of humour latk 
Within your Body, Sir, to do my wotk, 
_* __ -Blind- 


{Well then, iet ſomeone run to my Phyſician, 
Tell him I want his aid In this Condition. 


ForI intend to have them ſhortly too. 
[ yalue not their Portions and their Pills, 
Nor all the Cordials in the Doctors Bills; | 


PIl have my due, ſo vaina thing 1s man, 


' |Shonld &allenand Hippocrates both Joyns | 
| And Paracelſus too, with them Combine, 


Let them all meet to Countermand my Krength 
Yet ſhall they be my Priſoners at length. 
Igrant that Men of Learning, Worth and Art, 


| May have the better of me at the Srart ; 


But inlong Running they?ll give out and tire, 

And quit the field, and leave me my des . 

As for thoſe Quacks, that threaten tO qc. ome, 

They are my Friends ; and ſpeed ſome Patients to ms. 


Blind-MWan, 


| 2 WE WO 


Well, 1f I muſt, I'll yeild to you the dar 

Tis ſo Enacted, and 1 muſt Obey - 

Henceforth I count my ſelf among you "B99 
For *tis, 1 ſee, the meaſure of my Betrc 

But teil me now, when did your Power « ce? 

Death. 
My Power began from Adams firlt Off nce. 
 Blind-Man, 
From A4am?s firſt Offence ! O baſe beg ning ! 
Whoſe very firſt Original was Sinning. 
DPeoty. 

My Riſing did from Adams Fail begin ; f 
And ever ſince, my ſtrength and ſting's fi m Sin. 
To know wherein the Enemies ſtrength dorh lie, 
In my Conceit is halfa Victory : | 

Have you Commiſſion now for what you do ? 

Death. 

1 have Commiſſion * what*s all this to yo; 


| Yes very much z _— I underſtand 


I am not totally afyour command : : 

My Life's at his who gave you this Commiſl.,n ; 
To him P11 therefore make with my Petit16;; 
PII Seek his Love, and on his Mercy truſt ; 

And when my Sins are pardon*d, do your wo: ſt, 
Death. 

That you may know how far my Power exte: d; 
[ will divorce you from your deareſt Friends 
You ſhall rcfign your Jewels, Money» Plate : 


| Your Earthly Joyes ſhall all be out of date. 


I will deprive you of your dainty fare 3 

11 ſtrip you to the skin, naked and bare. 

Linnen or Woolen you ſhall have to wind y” 

As for the reſt, all muſt be left behind ye 

Bound hand and foot, Ill bring you to my D« 5 
Where conſtant dreadfull Darkneſs reigns, and then 
Your only Dwelling-houſe ſhall be a Cave ; 

Your Lodging-Room a little narrow Grave z _ 
A Cheſt, your Cloſet ; and a Sheet, yourDrels ; 
And your Companions, Worms and Rottenneſs. 


Blind-Man. 


| If this be all the miſchief you can do, 


Your Harbingers deſerve more dread than you. 
Diſeaſes are your Harbingers, Pm ſure 3 
Many of which, tis grievous to endure 3 

! But when once dead, I ſhall not then Complain 


| Of Cold, or Hunger, Poyerty or Pain- 


Death 


Re N | 
| There's one thing more, which here to mind I call, | 


When once I come, then come I once for all : © 
And when my ſtroke doth Soul and Body ſever, 
What”s left undone, muſt be undone for ever . 


Blind-Man, 


That*sa great Truth, and I have learnt to know 
That there's no workingun the Grave below. 

To be before hand therefore I will try, - 
That theni1 may have nought to do but dye.. 
But tell me, Sir, do all men dye alike ? 

| Peath.. 

To me they do ; for whom God bids, I ſtrite; 
Look how the Fooliſh dye, ſo dye the Wiſe; 


Sm 


As do the Righteous, ſo the Sinner dyes. 


n and Death. 


| There's afterwards a difference, though, %is true . 


th.- . 
Run, Boy, and fetch him z call th? whole Colledgc, do : 


Bat that's a thing with which Pve novght to 

That] to ſome prove better, to ſome — we, | 
Toſome a Blefling, and to ſome a Curſe; ; 

That's none of mine 3 1 may not undertake it. ; 

"Tis Gods appointment, and mens works, that make it. 
Hence ?tis that Sinners Troubles never ceaſe, 
And that the Endof th* Upright Man is peace. 


Blind-Man, 


| There now remains but only one thing more - 


Will not thy pow? be one day out of d cor ? 

— Death. 
Yes, I muſt needs confeſs*tis very true; 
There 1s a Death for Me, as well as You - 
And mine's the worſt, for I muſt die for eyers 


Ci 


You may revive again, but I ſhall never. 

By all that hath been ſaid, Inowdo ſee, 

You needed not have been ſorough withme. 

conn tor char wa | 

Come; let that paſs ------ The kinder to 

| 5 aa mater : ſecret in your Ear. PErDY 
te Death of Chriſt upon the paiaful Croſs 

Which ſeed to be my Gain, turn'd to my Loſs. 

As in his Hair, the ſtrength of S«mpſor lay, 

And with his Hair, went Sempſoz's ſtrength away. 


\SoPve no ſtrength, but what Thad from Sin ; 


Nor have 1 Sting, but what lies hjd therein : 
Chriſt Suffering Death, to prt this ſting away 

Hath made me his, whom I ſuppos?d my Prey. : 

My S:rength is now decay*d, my Stivg rebate ; 

| My Boldneſs Check'd, and my Dominion mated : 
And Iam now both faint and feeble grown, x 
Much like poor Sampſon, when his ſtreneth was gone 2 
l: my own Cratt I was Compleatly routed, 

My Jaws ere broken, and my Holdets cuted. 
What now catch, | have no pow'r to keep ; 

My very Name 1s chang'd, from Death toSlecp « 

I ſetz'd on Chriſt indeed, that Idid do; 

Nay more, I bound him in my Prifen ico ; 


| But all my ſtrongeit Doors, Bars, Bolts; and Bands, 


Were hut meer Nothingin his mighty Hands : 

He broke them all, and lefc my doors wide ope, 

And all his Servants Priſoners of Hope : 

For though they dye, yet with devout Aﬀection, 

They do expett a joyfull ReſurreQion ; 

And with their Mzſter to be brought again, * 

That they with him for eyer may Remain . 

Thus Chriſt by dying, did become Vietorious ; 

| Ard fromhis Bed of Darkneſs roſe more glorious : 

| And I by Binding Him, made my felf faſt ; | 

And His, I know will prove my Death art laſt. 
 Blind-Man. 

Theſe words give Comfort and Inſtruction too ; 

Henceforth I fhall be better pJeas'd with you. 

Decreed it is for all men once todye x 

After that Judgment, then Eternity. 

To Prayer therefore will I joyn Endeayour, 

Soto live here, that I may live for Eyer. 

And ſeeing they that have, and keep Chriſts words, 

Whether they live or dye, be all the Lords; 

Repentance, Faith, and New Obedience ſhall 

Fit and prepare me for my Funeral. 

From whence I truſt, my Saviour will tranſlate me, 

In Seaſon due, beyond their reach that hate me 

Even to that place of Life and Glory too, 

Where neither Death; nor Sin; hath ought todo. 

This hope in me, that Word of kis doth cheriſh, 

He that believes jn Me, ſhall never periſh, | 

-Now welcome Death, upon my SavioursScore ! 

Who would not dye, to live for Evermore ? 


4 


Sir,l perceive you ſpeak not without Reaſon : 
PHleave you now; and call ſome other Seaſon. 


- _Blind-MWan. 
| Call when you pleaſe, I will await that Call ; 
And while I ſtand make ready for my Fall! 
In the meantime, my conſtant Prayer ſhall be, 


From Sudden and from Endleſs Death, Good Lord deliver me. 


The Concluſion, | 
Tuage not of Death by Sence, leaſt you miſtake it ; 
Death*s neither Friend mr Foe, but as you tnake it, 
Live as you (hould, you need not then Complain; 
For where to Live, is Chriſt 3 t@ Dye; #5 Gain, 
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